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two opposed types of colonising agent. To judge by apparent
means, one would have thought that of the two he who should
have accomplished the greater civilising mission was the officer,
not the confounded poet. However, it was the exact opposite.
In France, where a spirit of initiative is nearly always missing
from individuals called to manage new territorial acquisitions,
colonial policy is the enemy of colonisation/'
Gauguin's very definite ideas on the delicate subject of
colonial administration cannot have been shared by many of
his readers outside the little circle of the owner of Les Guepes.
Little else that he wrote for this newspaper had any but
local, controversial, or bickering value, but his occasional
articles brought him before the Papeete public and possibly
a little more regard than he had before enjoyed*
His finances fell low again during the second half of the
year and his debt to the Chinese store began to mount up*
His ankle caused him renewed suffering, and in consequence he
was unable to work* Had he been well, however, an almost
complete lack of canvas and colours would have had the same
result, for, with a strange and uneconomic access of prudence,
he had not dared to order more until he felt surer of his
financial future. In July he had but three metres of canvas left,
almost no paints and not a "millimetre" of vermilion, which
was his favourite colour. Chaudet broke his silence in Septem-
ber with a small tube of that colour which Gauguin had long
before requested, but the tube was unaccompanied by money,
as Gauguin had foreseen, and it was for the time useless.
"I have no more canvas for painting, and besides I am too
discouraged still to paint/' he told de Monfreid; "too
occupied each moment with my material life. What is the
use, anyway, if my work is destined to accumulate with you,
which must be a nuisance for you, or sold en masse to Vollard
for a scrap of bread/'
The canvases which he had been sending to de Monfreid
arrived in France most often badly cracked. His friend wrote
advising the use of a thicker impasto, but this Gauguin found